is said to be in good practice because, instead of helping poverty
to fight injustice in the courts, he is doing the dirty work of rich
families, flattering them, voting for them, sharing the social
plunder with them. Your officer of engineers is honorably con-
sidered because he is careful to flourish the Gospel of Peace in
his left hand whilst he twirls the crank of a machine gun with his
right. And Nils the Second, if he follows in his father's footsteps,
will follow them clandestinely to the door of the woman at
whom he publicly holds up his hands in pious horror."
"I always try to say as little about you as I can," protested
Krogstad weakly. "I stood up for you the other day at the Board
meeting, when they got talking about you over young Robert's
goings on."
"Yes, my dear Nils: you said that I had been one of the best of
wives and mothers in die days when I was respectable; and that
you never could understand how I came to behave as I did. And
when Heyerdahl asked you point-blank whether you would allow
young Nils to come to one of my Thursday evenings, you shook
your head in the most edifying way and said, Of course not."
Krogstad made a trembling bite at his pale lip. "What could I
have done? What good would it have been to you if I had injured
myself and injured the boy by saying anything but what I was
expected to say? Besides, if they knew that I came here, they
would not understand: they would think—"
"Very naturally, too, since you are ashamed of your visits.
But if you intend never to do anything that mean people are
likely to misunderstand, you will have to level down your life
to their meanness. By the bye, do you really believe that they
dont know?'*
Krogstad sat up straight. "What do you mean?" he exclaimed.
"Know! I should be ruined if they knew. I hope you never—"
Again he checked himself and looked at her with rising suspicion.
"How did you find out what I said to Heyerdahl?"
"Oh, I have friends everywhere—sneaks, I admit, but still
friends. And you have envious enemies everywhere."
Krogstad's brows knitted with a sense of injury. "And you
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